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And they stared at the dead that had been so valiant and

true.

And had holden the power and glory of Spain so cheap
That he dared her with one little ship and his English

few;

Was he devil or man?   He was devil for aught they knew,
But they sank his body with honour down into the deep,
And they manned the Revenge with a swarthier alien

crew,
And away she sailed \\ith her loss and longed for her own;

When a wind from the lands they had ruined awoke from

sleep,

And the water began to heave and the weather to moan.
And or ever that evening ended a great gale blew.
And a wave like the wave that is raised by an earthquake

grew,
Till it smote on their hulls and their sails and their masts

and their flags.
And the whole sea plunged and fell on the shot-shattered

navy of Spain,
And the little Revenge herself went down by the island

crags
To be lost evermore in the main.

The Brook
LORD TENNYSON
I COME from haunts of coot and hern,
I make a sudden sally
And sparkle out among the fern,
To bicker down a valley.